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I askt him, he told me the cause of his distressing care, sighing, his eyes bursting with
a stream of dripping tears. [37]
* There is here a man-eating demon named Twelvethorp [having twelve villages];
day after day the malicious wretch abides in a cave in the VindhyaMountains. The
people of this place furnish him with the food he desires, a great amount of flour-
cake and broth, and one man. Such is this flesh-eating demon; and now a certain
friend of mine is appointed in turn to be food for him. This is the cause of the sorrow
in my heart; I am grieved simply because I am unable to do anything to prevent this.'
Hearing his words I said in reply to him: * How comes it that you have a friendship
with a man ? ' " Thus questioned, the heron, and after him the (speaking) bird, told
the whole story. "*How can I tell the tale without shame, being unable to help?
However, since you insist, I will try to tell you, unhappy wretch that I am. Once in
this thicket a strong net was stretcht out in the air by a certain wicked villain of a
bird-hunter. And as I was ever moving to and fro above the water, being eager to
taste (the bait), as fate would have it, I got caught with my companions, fool that I
was. A little later a certain young brahman came along to gather firewood. And
he saw me there, and was grieved, and waited a moment in silence, gradually con-
trolling his feelings. After this he quickly came up to me, full of compassion, and
cut the net, and gave lif e to me and my companions, the virtuous man. Thus I owe my
life since that time to his kindness. There were about twenty (meshes); I had gnawed
thru not more than five or six. And today, tho such a benefactor of mine, a veritable
other self to me, is to be eaten by a demon, I do nothing but indulge in grief, wretch
that I am!' His cry of distress disturbed my heart, and even yet I am unable to
think of any means of relief for it, ponder as I will." [65]
"When Long-lived had heard this story from Fill-belly, he opined that the whole
world of creatures both moving and stationary is governed by the power of past
deeds. But when Vikrama heard it, he quickly went to the dwelling-place of that
demon. A great stone was there, serving as a platter for the food of the raksasa, and
around it a pile of bones like a play-hill of Death. The king went up to the middle
of that stone to wait for the coming of the raksasa. But when the demon found him
without a provision of food and drink, he said to him very angrily: "Accursed wretch,
in violation of my command you have not brought me food; who are you, that have
thus come alone ?'* Then the king said to him: " I am a stranger; know that I am a
substitute for the man (whose turn it is) to-day. These people here will send you the
man whose turn it is to be eaten; but do you let him go today, and eat me instead,
true to the way of rak^asas [that is, satisfying your natural demand for human
flesh].** Hearing the marvelous words of the jewel of longs, who was bent on serving
others, the rHk§asa was pleased and said: " Hero, choose some wish for yourself."
Then the king said courteously to the prince of raksasas: " Birth in a divine existence;
the knowledge of the Vedas and the Qastras; performance of fire-offerings and other
rites; all these are good things without a doubt. But it. is well known that there is
no virtue among yaksas [demons]* So do you, quitting your demon-nature if you, will,
heed my request.9* The noble raksasa assented to these words, and so the best of
heroes chose as Ms wish the granting to the people of freedom from danger. Then the
;ra1tsasa bowed Hs head (in assent), and raising his fingers praised the king: ** O hero,
in t3i6 three worlds there is no one like you.*' Thus, pleased at heart, he granted the

